THE   NEAR  EAST

softer, to involve in it all that was motionless there
and all that was moving, except the child in the em-
peror's doorway, who was unconsciously defiant,
like a patch of fresh blood on a pure white garment.
The prayers at last died away, the echoes withdrew
into silence. But the child remained where he was,
crude, almost sinister in his wonderful colored rags.
Close to Santa Sophia in the Seraglio grounds is
the old Byzantine Church of Saint Irene, now
painted an ugly pink, and used by the Turks as an
armory and museum. It contains many spoils taken
by the Turks in battle, which are carefully arranged
upon tables and walls. Nothing is disdained, noth-
ing is considered too paltry for exhibition, I saw
there flags riddled with bullets; but I saw also odd
boots taken from Italian soldiers in Tripoli; caps,
belts, water-bottles, blood-stained tunics and cloaks,
saddles, weapons, and buttons. Among relics from
Yildiz Kiosk was a set of furniture which once
belonged to Abdul Haniid, and which he is said to
have set much store by* It shows a very distinctive,
indeed a somewhat original taste, being made of red
plush and weapons. The legs of the tables and
chairs are guns and revolvers. As I looked at the
chairs I could not help wondering whether ambassa-
dors were invited to sit in them, after they had been
loaded to their muzzles, or whether they were re-
served for subjects whom the ex-Sultan suspected
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